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A  queer  old  artist  on  a  mammoth  brush 
Comes  sailing  o'er  the  hills  this  time  each  year, 
He  drops  on  us  before  we  know  he's  here, 
But  makes  his  presence  known  all  in  a  rush. 
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Of  Heaven;  then  he  chills  the  summer  breeze. 

He  blows  his  cooling  breath  in  frosty  gales, 

He  gives  to  all  the  world  an  icy  kiss, 

He  scatters  diamonds  from  his  crystal  pails, 

And  leaves  the  world  a  twinkling,  sparkling,  mist. 
Then,  on  his  freezing  brush  away  he  sails 
Until  a  time  shall  come  again  like  this. 

Bessie  Ambler,  '16. 
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ES,"  went  on  the  Doctor,  "many  people  are  buried  for 
dead  who  have  merely  fallen  into  this  terrible 
trance — the  cataleptic  sleep."  He  stirred  the  ashes 
of  the  camp-fire  and  then  continued,  "I  tell  you, 
folks  should  be  more  careful ;  they  should  not  be  in 
such  a  hurry  to  part  with  their  dead,  until  at  least  there  is  no  pos- 
sible doubt  about  their  being  dead;  for  once  buried,  there  is  no 
recall." 

Such  were  the  weird  sentiments  that  fell  upon  the  ears  of 
an  attentive  group  of  four  gathered  around  a  camp-fire  late  one 
night  in  September.  They  had  been  indulging  in  the  never-to- 
grow-old  pastime  so  dear  to  farmers'  hearts — 'possum  hunting, 
and  had  at  last,  after  making  the  disagreeable  discovery  that  they 
were  too  far  away  from  home  to  be  able  to  return  before  morn- 
ing, decided  to  spend  the  remainder  of  the  night  where  they  were 
and  strike  for  home  with  the  first  peep  of  dawn.  The  party  was 
composed  of  a  young  city  physician,  his  cousin  Ralph  whom  he 
was  visiting,  and  two  of  the  tenants  on  his  uncle's  farm.  Upon 
ascertaining  their  locality  they  had  gathered  together  some  brush- 
wood and  built  a  roaring  fire  and  then  had  resigned  themselves  to 
the  patient  task  of  waiting  for  the  sun.  Having  nothing  else  to 
do  they  had  naturally  fallen  into  the  camp-fire  weakness  of  story- 
telling. Henry  Woodson,  a  grey-haired,  grizzled  old  farmer,  had 
unintentionally  set  the  ball  rolling  on  a  "scary"  subject  when  he 
related,  much  to  the  astonishment  of  them  all  except  the  city 
physician,  an  extraordinary  personal  experience.  He  had  assisted 
the  grave-diggers  in  the  changing  of  the  grave  of  a  cousin  from 
one  part  of  the  burial-grounds  to  another,  and  upon  opening  the 
casket  they  had  found  the  corpse  in  a  contorted  position  as  if  it 
had  been  buried  alive  and  upon  coming  to  had  tried  in  vain  to 
lift  the  lid  which  consigned  him  forever  to  the  grave. 
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This  story  might  have  been  treated  as  the  imaginative  dream- 
ing of  a  scatter-brained  individual,  had  not  the  Doctor  championed 
the  cause  of  the  farmer  with  his  medical  knowledge  by  affirming 
the  fact  that  hundreds  of  people  were  hurried  off  to  their  last 
resting  place  before  the  spark  of  life  had  fully  expired.  The 
Doctor  then  went  on  to  relate  instances  on  record  where  certain 
people  had  fallen  into  a  deep  sleep  which  resembled  death  in  many 
particulars;  how  the  pulse  beat,  if  it  beat  at  all,  so  sluggishly  that 
sometimes  doctors  with  the  keenest  perception  could  not  distinguish 
it  whatsoever;  how  the  respiration  ceased  entirely  or  became  so 
slight  as  not  to  be  intelligible  to  the  most  skilled  practitioner ;  how 
the  body  became  cold  and  rigid  with  every  appearance  of  death ; 
and  how  it  had  been  known  to  lie  in  that  state  of  coma  without 
decomposing  for  weeks,  sometimes  for  months. 

"When  the  unfortunate  victim,"  continued  the  Doctor, 
"drops  into  the  cataleptic  sleep,  then  it  is  that  ofttimes  the  ver- 
dict of  death  is  pronounced,  and  after  a  short  time  the  weeping 
friends  and  relatives  follow  the  hearse  that  bears  their  helpless 
loved  one  to  the  ghastliest  of  all  prisons,  the  grave.  How  terrible 
it  must  be  to  wake  up  in  a  coffin!  To  try  with  all  your  strength 
to  open  the  lid  that  holds  you  down,  and  then  in  complete  exhaus- 
tion to  realize  the  horrible  truth  that  you  must  stay  there 
"'Till  Ghosts  walk  the  earth  at  the  hour  of  noon.'" 

"But  is  there  no  way  of  telling  when  a  person  is  in  the  cata- 
leptic sleep?"  timidly  asked  his  cousin  Ralph. 

"None  whatever,"  was  the  discouraging  reply,  "unless,"  he 
paused  reflectively,  "unless  it  is  to  keep  the  body  unburied  for 
some  time,  at  least  until  some  signs  of  decomposition  set  in,  for 
in  the  cataleptic  sleep  the  body  does  not  decay,"  he  hurried  to  ex- 
plain as  he  felt  rather  than  saw  the  disapproval  of  his  hearers 
against  sleeping  in  the  house  with  a  dead  body  longer  than  was 
absolutely  necessary. 

Whether  this  explanation  met  the  approval  of  all  or  not  will 
never  be  known  for  no  one  broke  the  silence.    They  sat  and 
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stared  into  the  fire  without  adding  to  or  taking  from,  and  each 
seemed  weighing  in  his  own  mind  just  how  much  or  how  little  he 
would  believe. 

As  for  the  Doctor,  he  did  not  care  whether  they  believed  it 
or  not.  He  knew  that  it  was  a  fact  proved  beyond  a  shadow  of 
a  doubt  and  he  himself  accepted  it  as  such.  So  he  let  his  own 
thoughts  drift  on  other  things,  until,  at  length  when  the  monotony 
of  doing  nothing  had  become  tiresome,  he  stretched  himself  out 
on  a  bed  of  moss  and  fell  fast  asleep. 

"Pretty  tired."  grinned  one  from  across  the  fire. 

"Well,  I  don't  blame  him.  We  all  might  as  well  get  as 
much  sleep  as  we  can  till  daylight,"  came  the  answer  as  the  other 
stretched  himself  out  and  prepared  to  follow  his  example. 

"Wall,  I  guess  that's  about  right,"  the  first  one  mumbled, 
and  soon  he,  too,  had  lain  down. 

Left  all  alone  by  the  fire  Ralph  began  to  look  about  for  him- 
self a  place  to  sleep.  As  he  got  to  his  feet  his  hands  brushed  the 
undergrowth  and  they  came  away  wet. 

"Dew,"  he  murmured,  "I  must  get  me  a  place  where  I  can 
keep  dry  or  I  will  regret  it." 

Throwing  his  flashlight  about  him  he  began  to  search  for 
such  a  place.  A  large  hollow  log  lay  inviting  on  the  other  side 
of  the  fire.  Walking  over  he  threw  his  light  within.  It  was 
clean  and  free  from  bugs  or  any  other  objectionable  occupants, 
so  rolling  his  coat  as  a  pillow  he  crawled  in  and  prepared  to  make 
himself  comfortable.  But  sleep  did  not  come  to  him  as  easily 
as  it  did  to  the  others  and  he  tossed  restlessly  in  his  tight  bed. 

^  ifc  ifc  ^ 

Years  seemed  to  have  passed  since  Ralph  had  listened  to  the 
gruesome  tales  of  the  Doctor  that  night  in  the  pines.  But  the 
years  had  only  strengthened  his  fear  of  some  day  falling  into  the 
strange  sleep,  and  now  whether  it  was  the  result  of  morbid  dwell- 
ing upon  the  subject  or  overwork  and  worry,  he  felt  himself  really 
ill. 
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"Consumption,"  the  doctors  said,  but  Ralph  knew  that  it 
Was  not  consumption  he  had ;  it  was  the  dreaded  sleep  falling  upon 
him.  Day  after  day  he  had  felt  the  strange  feeling  coming  over 
him.  In  vain  he  had  tried  to  resist  it.  One  night  he  called  for 
help,  but  it  was  too  late.  Even  as  he  called,  or  rather  opened  his 
mouth  to  call,  the  sound  died  on  his  lips  and  he  sank  into  semi- 
consciousness. Not  one  muscle  could  he  move;  not  one  word 
could  he  utter,  though  he  heard  all  that  went  on  about  him.  He 
heard  himself  pronounced  dead ;  he  heard  his  friends  weeping 
about  him;  he  heard  the  preparations  for  his  burial: — and  not  one 
seemed  to  suspect  the  horrible  truth. 

A  day  and  a  night  he  lay  in  his  coffin.  At  length  came  the 
funeral.  The  casket  was  closed,  placed  in  the  flower-strewn 
hearse,  and  the  melancholy  march  to  the  grave  began.  He  could 
feel  the  dull  rumbling  of  the  wheels  as  they  passed  over  the  cob- 
blestones of  the  street. 

An  unspeakable  horror  took  possession  of  his  half-conscious 
wits.  He  tried  to  scream,  but  not  a  muscle  of  his  mouth  would 
move.  He  tried  to  regain  control  of  his  body  but  to  no  avail ; 
he  lay  as  if  dreaming,  with  no  power  to  retard  the  operation  going 
on  around  him,  yet  fully  conscious  of  their  existence.  Would 
they  realize  his  condition,  he  thought,  or  would  they  lower  him 
into  the  earth  and  cover  him  up  for  dead?  How  long  could  he 
live  underground?  How  much  oxygen  would  the  coffin  hold  and 
would  he  be  able  to  make  himself  heard  when  he  should  again 
come  to?  These  were  the  agonized  thoughts  that  ran  through  his 
half-dazed  brain.  In  mental  exhaustion  he  breathed  a  prayer  to 
God  for  assistance  and  then  lost  all  consciousness.  A  deep,  rest- 
ful sleep  of  forgetfulness  took  possession  of  him — while  outside  the 
funeral  march  moved  slowly  to  the  grave. 

How  long  he  remained  in  this  condition  he  did  not  know. 
It  may  have  been  minutes,  hours,  perhaps  months,  he  had  no  way 
of  telling.  Finally  he  opened  his  eyes.  It  was  pitch  black.  No 
ray  of  light  came  from  any  direction.    He  was  awake  now,  he 
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knew,  for  he  coughed  lightly  as  he  came  to ;  he  could  move,  too. 
He  moved  his  hand  to  one  side.  It  struck  wood.  He  moved  his 
other  and  it  met  with  a  similar  resistance.  He  tried  to  sit  up; 
his  head  came  in  violent  contact  with  wood  above.  All  of  a  sud- 
den remembrance  rushed  upon  him — he  was  buried  alive — this 
was  the  coffin  about  him. 

Opening  his  mouth,  he  yelled  a  long,  terror-stricken  cry  for 

help. 

"Will  no  one  hear  me,  am  I  doomed  to  this  awful  death?" 
he  moaned.    Again  he  yelled.    He  beat  the  walls  of  his  prison. 

Suddenly  something  seized  him  by  the  collar. 

"What's  yer  yelling  like  a  catamount  for?"  said  a  voice  close 
to  his  ear.  "Is  the  Old  Boy  after  you  or  are  you  just  having  a 
natural  fit?" 

The  dragging  suddenly  ceased  and  everything  became  light. 
He  rose  to  his  feet  and  looked  about  him.  There  in  the  grey 
light  of  the  early  morning  he  beheld  the  grinning  faces  of  his 
comrades.  There  was  the  camp-fire,  burned  to  a  glimmering 
mass,  and  there  to  one  side  was  the  hollow  log  in  which  he  had 
crept  for  a  good  night's  rest.  He  looked  sheepishly  about  him. 
"I  thought  I  had  been  buried  alive,"  he  explained  slowly.  Then, 
realizing  the  humorous  situation,  he  joined  in  the  hearty  laugh 
of  his  friends. 

"You  bet  I'm  glad  it  was  only  a  nightmare." 

Gordon  Ambler,  '16. 
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T  was  a  dark,  rainy  night,  and  the  wind  whistled  and 
howled  mournfully  through  the  leafless  branches  of 
the  dense  forest.  Occasionally  the  sharp  bark  of  a 
coyote  or  the  shrill  hoot  of  an  owl  could  be  heard 
above  the  incessant  roar  of  the  wind,  but  no  sound 
proclaimed  the  presence  of  man  in  that  vast  wilderness  of  trees. 

However,  the  region  was  not  wholly  uninhabited,  for  in  the 
thickest  part  of  the  forest  stood  a  small  settlement,  consisting 
of  about  a  dozen  log  cabins  and  a  blockhouse.  For  the  sake  of  pro- 
tection, all  the  cabins  were  grouped  about  the  blockhouse  except 
one,  which  stood  a  little  apart  from  the  rest.  Like  all  the  others, 
it  was  built  of  roughly-hewn  logs  with  the  cracks  chinked  with 
mud.  The  clearing  in  which  it  stood  was  probably  not  more  than 
a  hundred  feet  square,  the  only  outlet  being  a  narrow  path  which 
ran  between  impenetrable  walls  of  thick  forest  to  a  little  spring  at 
the  foot  of  the  hill. 

Up  this  narrow,  slippery  path  a  little  boy  was  laboriously 
carrying  two  heavy  pails  of  water.  Several  times  he  slipped  and 
almost  fell,  but  each  time  he  recovered  himself  and  bravely  strug- 
gled on  toward  the  cabin  at  the  top  of  the  hill. 

At  last,  after  persistent  effort,  he  succeeded  in  ascending  the 
slope.  He  paused  for  a  moment  on  the  log  which  served  as  a 
doorstep  and  looked  longingly  toward  the  thick  woods,  then  with 
a  sigh  he  turned  and  pushed  open  the  heavy  door.  As  he  did  so  a 
stream  of  light  shot  out  through  the  darkness,  dimly  outlining 
a  rude  shed  against  the  dark  background  of  forest. 

The  cheerful  warmth  of  the  cabin  presented  a  very  favorable 
contrast  to  the  chilling  rain  and  wind  outside.  Seated  around  a 
small  table  that  stood  in  one  corner  of  the  room  were  three  per- 
sons, partaking  of  the  evening  meal.    One  was  a  magnificent 
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specimen  of  manhood,  strong  limbed  and  powerfully  built.  His 
fringed  buckskin  suit  and  moccasined  feet,  together  with  the  long 
hunting  knife  at  his  belt,  plainly  identified  him  as  one  of  the  early 
pioneers  of  our  country.  His  daughter,  Anne  Aseneth,  a  beauti- 
ful little  girl  of  twelve  years,  sat  at  his  right  hand,  while  at  the 
opposite  end  of  the  table  sat  his  wife,  a  stout  looking  woman  of  per- 
haps thirty-five  or  more.  Such  was  the  household  of  Anderson 
Harper,  hunter  and  trapper. 

As  the  lad  entered  the  room  the  trapper  looked  up  from  his 
supper. 

"Been  gone  long  enough  to  carry  up  ten  pails  of  w^ater,"  he 
said  in  his  gruff  way. 

"The  path  was  so  slippery  I  couldn't  walk  fast,"  replied  the 
boy  respectfully,  as  he  closed  the  door  behind  him.  In  placing 
the  buckets  on  the  shelf  which  ran  along  one  side  of  the  room,  he 
accidently  knocked  off  a  small  earthen  dish,  which  fell  to  the 
floor  writh  a  crash.  In  fierce  anger  the  trapper  sprang  to  his  feet, 
and  seizing  a  whip  that  hung  above  the  fireplace,  brought  it  down 
sharply  on  the  boy's  back.  He  would  have  struck  him  again,  but 
his  little  girl  sprang  forward  and  placed  herself  between  her 
father  and  the  lad. 

"Don't!  father,  please  stop!"  she  pleaded.  "I'm  sure  Jake 
didn't  mean  to  break  it.  Did  3Tou,  Jake?"  she  asked,  turning  to 
the  boy. 

"No — oh,  no,  I  didn't!"  sobbed  the  frightened  lad. 

The  man's  arm  fell  limply  to  his  side,  and  for  a  moment  he 
stood  towering  over  the  girl  and  boy.  Then  he  slowly  returned 
the  whip  to  its  place  above  the  fireplace  and  sat  down  at  the  table  ; 
his  daughter's  wishes  were  law  in  his  estimation. 

As  the  meal  progressed  no  one  noticed  that  little  Jake  slowly 
left  the  room  and  closed  the  door  behind  him.  Outside  he  sat 
down  on  the  doorstep  and  cried  softly  to  himself.  As  he  sat  there 
his  thoughts  raced  back  over  the  months  and  years  that  he  had 
been  in  the  service  of  Anderson  Harper  to  the  time  when  he  lived 
happily  with  his  father  and  mother  in  their  little  cottage  by  the 
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sea  in  far-away  Ireland.  He  thought  of  the  eventful  day  when 
he  was  playing  on  the  shore  near  his  home  and  was  suddenly  seized 
by  two  brutal  men,  who  had  roughly  carried  him  to  their  ship  and 
locked  him  in  the  hold.  That  night  they  set  sail,  and  by  morn- 
ing he  was  far  away  from  home.  As  he  thought  of  it  now  he 
seemed  again  to  feel  the  cruel  blows  and  hear  the  angry  curses 
which  he  had  received  from  the  sailors  during  the  journey.  At 
last  land  was  reached,  and  after  several  days  he  had  been  sold  to 
Anderson  Harper,  who  needed  a  small  boy  to  do  odd  jobs  around 
the  house.  Thus  little  Irish  Jake  had  become  an  indentured  ser- 
vant of  a  New  England  trapper.  He  had  worked  for  the  trapper 
two  years  now,  and  hard  years  they  had  been,  too.  The  only  ray 
of  sunlight  that  had  entered  his  life  during  those  two  years  was 
the  trapper's  little  daughter,  to  whom  he  was  very  devoted.  As 
he  thought  of  the  many  times  she  had  shielded  him  against  her 
father's  wrath,  he  smiled  in  spite  of  his  tears. 

Suddenly  a  thought,  so  startling  that  it  almost  took  away  his 
breath,  presented  itself.  Why  not  run  away?  He  was  longing 
for  home  and  a  mother's  love,  and  he  knew  that  those  things 
would  never  be  his  while  he  remained  a  servant  of  Anderson 
Harper.  For  a  long  time  he  sat  debating  the  thought  in  his 
mind ;  and  when  he  arose  his  face  Wore  a  determined  look. 

He  again  entered  the  house,  and  found  the  family  preparing 
to  retire.  Without  a  word  he  lay  down  in  his  customary  place 
before  the  fire,  and  apparently  was  soon  soundly  sleeping.  For  an 
hour  or  more  he  lay  there  thinking  out  a  plan  of  action.  Then, 
after  making  sure  that  the  hunter  was  asleep,  he  cautiously  arose 
and,  wrapping  a  few  articles  of  food  and  clothing  in  a  bundle, 
took  his  rifle  and  silently  left  the  house. 

He  was  not  afraid,  for  he  knew  how  to  use  his  rifle  and  had 
been  taught  the  secrets  of  hunting  and  trapping  by  his  master.  He 
had  no  definite  destination  in  view;  he  only  knew  that  he  was 
leaving  his  past  life,  with  its  trials  and  hardships  behind,  and  with 
this  thought  uppermost  in  his  mind  he  bravely  trudged  on  through 
the  thick  forest. 
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How  far  he  had  traveled  he  did  not  know,  but  he  was  sure 
he  had  been  gone  three  or  four  hours,  when  he  was  suddenly 
startled  by  the  sound  of  voices.  At  the  same  time  he  noticed  a 
glimmer  of  light  through  the  trees,  and  cautiously  creeping  for- 
ward he  saw  a  group  of  Indians  gathered  around  a  flickering  fire. 

He  recognized  one  of  the  Indians  as  the  low,  sullen  fellow 
who  sometimes  went  trapping  with  Anderson  Harper,  and  as  he 
saw  his  angry  countenance  and  caught  the  meaning  of  a  resentful 
word  here  and  there,  he  realized  that  evil  was  being  planned 
against  the  trapper.  He  listened  intently.  Suddenly  it  dawned 
upon  him, — the  other  Indians  had  consented  to  the  plot,  and  at 
sunrise  the  next  morning  they  would  fall  upon  the  unsuspecting 
settlers,  and  massacre  not  only  Anderson  Harper's  family,  but 
every  man,  woman  and  child  in  the  settlement. 

One  breathless  second  he  lingered,  then  slowly,  cautiously, 
made  his  way  through  the  dark  forest.  His  life  was  in  danger; 
even  now  the  rosy  flush  of  dawn  was  beginning  to  appear  in  the 
east. 

Suddenly  he  stopped.  Should  he  pursue  his  own  safety  when 
the  lives  of  others  were  in  danger?  But  could  he  save  the  settlers 
even  if  he  turned  back?  He  was  a  long  way  from  the  settle- 
ment, and  every  step  of  his  return  would  mean  personal  danger. 
Besides,  what  concern  had  the  settlers  ever  felt  in  his  welfare? 
Before  him  lay  liberty ;  perhaps,  in  the  distant  future,  home  and 
friends ;  if  he  turned  back,  only  drudging  toil  and  cruel  blows 
awaited  him. 

He  hesitated  no  longer.  Once  more  on  his  way  to  freedom, 
he  sought  to  make  up  for  lost  time. 

But  the  face  of  Anne  Aseneth  kept  coming  up  before  him. 
How  loving  had  that  little  face  appeared  as  she  sprang  forward 
to  shield  him  from  her  father's  rough  blows. 

He  turned  quickly  and  retraced  his  steps.  The  day  was 
breaking  in  the  east  when,  half-dead  with  fatigue  and  torn  by 
briers  and  bushes,  he  fell  at  his  master's  door.    "The  Indians! 
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The  Indians!"  he  cried,  and  as  the  door  was  suddenly  opened  from 
within,  he  fell  fainting  to  the  floor. 

In  after  years,  he  loved  to  sit  by  while  Anne  Aseneth  gathered 
her  grandsons  about  her  and  told  with  loving  pride  how  Irish 
Jake  warned  the  settlers  just  in  time,  how  they  safely  reached  the 
blockhouse,  and  how,  as  a  reward,  not  only  was  his  freedom  given 
him  by  Anderson  Harper,  but  later  on  the  dearest  treasure  he  had, 
his  daughter,  Anne  Aseneth. 


One  Act.    One  Scene. 
Cannibal   Isle,   Africa.    A   room   in   Soobie's   royal  hut. 
Flourish  of  tin  pans.    Enter  Zuke  of  Lapland  in  chains;  ready 
to  be  prepared  for  dinner. 

Zuke.    Like  me  not  for  my  complexion, 

The  crystal  livery  of  the  midnight  sun, 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbor  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  blackest  negro  southward  born, 
Where  Sahara's  sands  are  burning  white, 
And  let  you  make  decision  for  your  meal, 
To  prove  whose  meat  is  better,  his  or  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  Soobie,  this  cold-white  meat  of  mine 
Is  hard  to  digest;  by  the  gods,  I  swear 
The  best-regarded  eaters  of  your  clime 
Have  tried  it  oft':  but  those  who  ate  Lap-hash, 
Good  sooth,  are  rolling  yet  in  agony. 
Soobie.    Fair  sir,  'tis  true  thy  skin  is  passing  fair, 

Thy  ligaments  are  snowy  in  their  whiteness. 
It  seems  the  gods  have  kindled  lights  of  ivory 
In  making  one  so  spotless  and  so  rare. 
And,  sooth,  methinks  mine  palate  would  adore 
A  portion  of  that  flesh  that  gleams  so  tender 
Above  thy  knee. 


Joseph  Cook,  '16. 


(Apologies  to  Shakespeare) 


f6 


THE  BLACK  AND  GOLD 


Zuke.    O  monarch  of  the  black,  I  then  implore 
Me  mercy.    Think  of  that  I  left  at  home, 
A  maiden,  fairer  far  than  I  may  be. 
Thine  eaters  here  have  tried  the  meat  of  Lapland, 
And  many  have  died  of  sad  internal  poison. 
Soobie.    Cease,  hypocrite — thou  shalt  adorn  my  board. 

Chief  cook,  advance, — my  stomach  growls  with  lust — 

Cook  to  a  brown  this  birdling  of  the  North. 

In  sooth — 'tis  true  my  nephew  died  of  ague, 

(The  result  of  a  meal  from  such  as  you), 

But,  swear  I,  it  were  not  the  meat's  sole  fault, 

The  dolt-head  cook  had  but  forgot  the  salt. 

Chief  cook  advances. 

Zuke.    Mercy  sir,  I  do  again  implore, 

All  that  glimmers  is  not  able  to  go  down 
Thy  feather-lined  and  false-attracted  throat. 

Cook.    Come,  thou  portion  of  my  evening's  bounty 

Which  talketh.  Thou  wert  made  but  to  descend 
Throughout  the  worthy  caverns  of  an  African. 

Zuke.    I  am  content — for  I  bubble  over 

In  my  promises  to  kick  thy  insides  to  a  pulp. 


Stokes  Lott  and  Luther  Lashmit. 
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ber  17.  1753,  for  it  was  on  that  day  that  the  little  party  of  twelve 
single  Brethren  arrived  at  the  spot  now  known  as  Old  Town. 
But  what  a  different  place  from  what  it  is  now !  After  their 
long,  wearisome  journey  from  Bethlehem,  Pa.,  the  hearts  of  the 
Brethren  were  gladdened  by  the  sight  of  a  little  clearing  in  the 
dense  forest,  in  the  middle  of  which  stood  a  small  log  hut,  once 
occupied  by  a  German  hunter.  The}"  took  possession  of  the  cabin, 
and  thus  on  that  winter's  afternoon  started  the  settlement  of 
Bethabara. 

The  winter  that  followed  was  one  of  toil  and  hardship.  The 
forest  had  to  be  cleared  away  so  that  the  Brethren  could  plant 
their  grain ;  the  cabin  had  to  be  fitted  up  to  meet  the  crowded 
condition ;  provisions  being  scarce  and  hard  to  obtain,  game  must 
be  killed  for  food ;  the  most  ordinary  necessaries  of  life  had  to  be 
brought  for  miles  over  the  narrow  Indian  trails.  Salt  had  to  be 
secured  from  Virginia,  forty  miles  away.  The  Brethren  were 
threatened  by  many  dangers.  A  disastrous  fire  was  narrowly 
averted  on  New  Year's  day,  and  a  week  later  one  of  them  was 
almost  killed  by  being  struck  by  the  limb  of  a  falling  tree.  Wolves, 
panthers  and  bears  were  among  the  dangers  of  the  forest. 

But  more  room  was  needed.  The  many  visitors,  attracted 
thither  by  the  skill  of  the  doctor  and  the  tailor,  caused  great  incon- 
venience by  remaining  over  night.  Accordingly  a  second  rude 
cabin,  supplemented  by  a  shed  of  split  rails,  was  built  to  accom- 
modate them. 


(Winner  of  Blue  Ribbon  at  the  Fair) 
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Since  the  settlement  was  to  be  only  a  temporary  abode  for 
the  Brethren  it  was  called  Bethabara,  which  means  "a  house  of 
passage."  Nevertheless  the  settlement  continued  to  grow.  In 
October.  1754.  seven  new  settlers  arrived  and  more  room  was 
needed  to  accommodate  them.  Therefore  the  cornerstone  of  the 
first  real  house  built  in  that  section  of  North  Carolina  was  laid, 
with  fitting  ceremonies.  According  to  the  Moravian  custom  a 
square  was  laid  out  and  around  it  quickly  sprang  up  a  church 
and  several  other  buildings,  for  by  the  end  of  1756  the  settlement 
had  grown  to  a  total  population  of  sixty-five  souls,  among  which 
were  seven  married  couples. 

About  this  time  the  settlement  was  saddened  by  the  first  death, 
that  of  a  little  child.  A  contemporary  writer  in  speaking  of  this 
death,  says,  "She  was  gathered  in  as  the  first  flowerlet  in  Wachovia 
by  our  Heavenly  Gardener,  and  her  little  tenement  was  sown  as 
the  first  grain  of  wheat  in  this  God's  acre,  which  upon  this  occa- 
sion was  consecrated."  The  Brethren  selected  the  top  of  the  high 
hill  to  the  south  of  the  town,  and  in  the  center  of  this  the  little 
child  was  buried.  Here  we  find  the  [Moravian  custom  of  bury- 
ing the  men,  women,  and  children  in  separate  plats  adhered  to. 
This  sacred  little  spot  of  ground  was  used  during  the  troubles 
with  the  Indians  as  a  sentinel  station,  on  account  of  its  elevation. 
In  this  little  graveyard  are  buried  some  noted  people.  Here  we 
find  the  last  resting  place  of  Matthew  Stach,  who  was  one  of  the 
first  Christian  missionaries  ever  sent  into  a  foreign  field.  He  was 
sent  out  from  Herrnhut  the  year  of  Washington's  birth,  to  preach 
to  the  natives  of  Greenland,  and  after  many  years  of  service  came 
to  Wachovia  to  spend  the  remainder  of  his  life.  Here  also  lies 
that  noted  doctor  of  the  Moravian  settlement,  Drs.  Hans  Kalber- 
lahn,  who,  without  hospital  facilities,  nurses,  disinfectants  or  any 
of  the  aids  now  deemed  so  necessary  to  surgical  work,  performed 
successfully  that  delicate  operation  known  as  trepanning. 

The  conversion  of  the  Indians  was  one  of  the  main  objects 
the  Brethren  had  in  coming  to  North  Carolina,  but  owing  to  the 
treacherous  nature  of  the  red  men  little  progress  was  made.  For 
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a  while  after  the  outbreak  of  the  French  and  Indian  war  the 
Brethren  remained  on  good  terms  with  the  Indians.  Gradually, 
however,  the  attitude  of  the  red  men  changed.  At  first  secretly 
and  then  openly  the  Indians  espoused  the  cause  of  their  hostile 
neighbors  against  the  whites.  Several  incidents  happened  about 
this  time  which  showed  the  Brethren  that  they  were  in  danger,  so 
they  built  a  palisade  twenty  feet  high  around  the  town  and  the 
mill.  This  quickly  brought  Bethabara  to  the  front,  for  it  soon 
became  known  all  over  western  North  Carolina  as  a  place  afford- 
ing protection  from  the  Indians.  Up  to  1759  the  Brethren  en- 
deavored to  keep  on  friendly  terms  with  the  Indians  and  freely 
entertained  the  large  bodies  of  red  men  passing  through  the  settle- 
ment. Indeed  the  settlement  was  known  far  and  wide  among 
the  Indians  as  "The  Dutch  Fort  where  there  are  good  people  and 
much  bread." 

But  matters  could  not  continue  in  this  way.  In  1759  the 
Cherokees  declared  war  on  them  and  after  this  no  more  Indians 
were  entertained  in  the  village.  They  made  several  attempts  to 
capture  the  town  but  were  prevented  every  time  by  what  seemed 
Divine  intervention. 

In  the  meantime  the  large  number  of  refugees  in  the  settle- 
ment, who  did  not  agree  very  well  with  the  Moravians,  made 
more  room  necessary.  So,  in  July,  1759,  Bethania  was  founded 
and  eight  married  couples  went  out  from  Bethabara  to  assume  the 
difficult  task  of  settlement. 

About  this  time  a  deadly  fever  attacked  the  people  in  the  little 
Wachovia  settlements.  In  a  short  while  twelve  of  the  consecrated 
men  and  women  had  gone  to  their  long  rest.  Among  this  num- 
ber were  some  of  the  most  prominent  men  of  the  settlement,  the 
beloved  Dr.  Kalberlahn,  Pastor  Seidel  and  others.  What  an  im- 
pressive sight  the  Easter  morning  services  of  1760,  in  the  little 
graveyard  on  the  hill,  must  have  been,  the  rising  sun  bathing 
the  hills  and  distant  mountains  in  its  amber  light  and  falling 
upon  the  little  body  of  people  engaged  in  prayer,  and  the  vigilant 
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guards,  peering  watchfully  into  the  forests  to  guard  against  sur- 
prise by  the  Indians. 

Owing  to  the  vigilance  of  the  guards,  the  protection  afforded 
by  the  stockade,  and  the  over-ruling  hand  of  Providence  the  little 
settlement  passed  unscathed  through  these  dark  and  bloody  days 
of  Indian  warfare  and  continued  to  grow  steadily.  Nevertheless 
the  settlers  were  subjected  to  many  annoyances  during  this  time 
from  their  neighbors,  who  did  not  understand  their  milder  ways. 
But  the  Brethren  went  their  way  in  peace. 

In  1767  Bethabara  received  a  visit  from  the  Governor  of 
North  Carolina.  Accompanied  by  his  wife  and  staff,  Governor 
Tryon  arrived  September  18,  and  spent  four  very  pleasant  days 
in  the  settlement,  being  hospitably  entertained  by  the  Moravians. 
He  expressed  great  interest  in  the  affairs  of  the  settlement  and 
especially  its  method  of  government. 

Shortly  after  this  visit,  the  colonists  began  to  murmur  at  the 
oppression  of  the  Governor  and  other  officials,  and  in  1771  came 
the  disturbing  days  of  the  Regulators,  a  misguided  body  of  men, 
who,  in  attempting  to  lighten  the  oppression  of  the  people,  adopted 
violent  methods  which  soon  led  to  anarchy.  While  the  Moravians 
sympathized  with  the  people  in  their  oppression  they  did  not  be- 
lieve in  the  mob  methods  adopted  by  the  Regulators  and  con- 
sequently would  take  no  part  in  the  quarrel  between  the  Governor 
and  the  colonists,  thus  incurring  the  ill-will  of  the  Regulators, 
who  proved  very  annoying  at  times. 

On  May  17,  1771,  the  Regulators  met  Tryon's  troops  in  a 
pitched  battle  at  Alamance  Court  House,  but  were  unable  to  with- 
stand the  cannonading  of  the  Governor's  troops  and  fled  in  terror, 
leaving  everything  on  the  field. 

Pursuant  to  his  plan  of  securing  the  submission  of  the  Regula- 
tors, Governor  Tryon  came  to  the  general  neighborhood  of  Wa- 
chovia and  spent  five  days  in  Bethabara  before  he  proceeded  to 
Hillsboro,  where  he  issued  those  cruel  sentences  which  won  for 
him  such  undying  hatred  from  the  people  of  North  Carolina. 
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Although  this  visit  was  a  heavy  burden  on  the  people  they  would 
accept  no  pay  from  the  Governor,  saying  he  was  their  guest. 

In  the  meantime,  however,  the  original  purpose  of  making  a 
permanent  settlement  had  never  been  lost  sight  of,  and  despite  the 
stirring  events  happening  around  them  the  people  of  Bethabara 
went  steadily  forward  in  their  plans  for  the  new  settlement.  Ex- 
ploring parties  were  sent  out  in  November,  1764,  to  select  a  site 
for  the  new  town.  Finally,  after  much  search,  a  suitable  place 
was  found  near  the  Wach  (now  called  Salem  Creek),  February 
14,  1765.  Count  Zinzendorf  named  the  new  town  Salem,  mean- 
ing peace.  Work  was  actually  begun  January  5,  1766,  and  al- 
though the  original  circular  plan  for  the  new  town  was  found 
to  be  impracticable,  owing  to  the  nature  of  the  land,  the  work 
on  the  new  town  went  steadily  forward.  In  a  few  years,  owing 
to  the  rapid  growth  of  the  new  town,  the  population  of  Bethabara 
was  reduced  to  fifty  persons.  It  steadily  declined  in  importance 
until  by  the  close  of  the  Revolution  it  had  dropped  into  the  back- 
ground. 


Curtis  Vogler,  '15. 
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ggg  — 1  doors  above  the  "Belo  Home"  in  old  Salem  is 
'"J^vjjl/I  a  quaint  little  old-fashioned  house,  owned  by  Miss 
FwS  PSl  Amy  Van  Vleck.  known  as  "Tanglewood  Cottage." 
I  y-gfrj;  I:  >  -  _\-  :  n  the  sidewalk,  with  no  front  yard  at 
all.  and  the  tiny  front  porch  juts  out  on  the  street, 
presenting  a  rather  singular  impression  to  the  passer-by. 

And  that  little  porch. — why  it's  the  coziest  little  place  in  the 
world!  It  is  latticed  on  two  sides  with  a  small  opening,  facing 
south,  which  is  reached  by  mounting  a  few  worn  little  steps  with 
a  tiny  green  railing  down  the  side  of  them.  And  when  we  get  on 
the  porch,  just  look  around  at  the  cozy  little  nest  we  are  snuggled 
in!  There  are  round,  open  places  in  the  sides  of  the  lattice 
through  which  we  may  look  out  on  the  street,  and  there's  a  little 
green  bench  at  one  end  of  the  small  inclosure.  Let  us  sit  down 
upon  it  and  have  a  look  at  the  queer  little  front  door. 

At  the  first  glance  we  notice  it  is  made  of  solid  oak,  painted 
green  like  even  thing  else,  and  has  an  old-fashioned  door-bell  of 
iron  with  a  little,  white,  round  knob  at  the  end.  The  door-knob 
is  brass,  very  shiny  and  worn  with  constant  usage. 

Let  us  leave  the  little  porch  and  go  around  on  the  north  side 
of  the  house  where  there  is  a  neat  little  garden  with  box-bushes 
and  tiny  brick  walks.  Honeysuckle  vines  are  climbing  over  the 
fence  around  the  little  inclosure.  One  large  tree  is  at  the  rear  of 
the  house,  at  the  foot  of  which  are  jonquils  and  flag-lilies  just  be- 
ginning to  come  up.  Against  the  side  of  the  house  are  huge  lilac 
bushes,  one  of  which  leans  over  an  old,  worm-eaten  well.  The 
back  porch  is  right  by  the  well,  and.  on  going  up  to  it,  we  find 
it  is  so  low  that  we  can  touch  the  roof.  From  our  position  in 
the  yard  we  notice  that  the  house  is  only  one  and  a  half  stories 
high,  with  small  windows  upon  which  are  swung  tiny,  solid  blinds 
of  the  same  color  of  the  house — green. 
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There  is  a  little  brick  walk  leading  from  the  small  back 
porch  to  a  room  which  the  servant  uses.  Near  this  we  see  the 
wood-pile,  put  up  in  prim  order.  Behind  the  servant's  room 
and  the  wood  is  a  plot  of  ground  used  as  a  vegetable  garden  by 
the  little  lady  who  lives  in  the  house. 

The  little  garden  has  for  a  background  the  long  avenue  of 
cedars  that  leads  to  the  Moravian  Cemetery,  the  "God's  Acre." 
The  avenue  is  separated  from  the  garden  by  a  low  stone  wall,  and 
the  large,  perpetually-green  cedars  throw  tall,  quiet  shadows  over 
the  "cottage." 

What  a  beautiful  view  has  the  little  lady  from  her  kitchen 
window!  She  can  see  the  peaceful  green  slopes  of  the  cemetery, 
the  long  white  avenue,  the  tall  gaunt  cedars,  and  the  beautiful 
sunrise  behind  it  all! 

We  hate  to  leave  the  sweet  little  yard,  but  time  forces  us  to 
do  so.  Even  now  the  sun  is  sinking  in  a  golden  ball  of  fire  in  the 
west.  So  we  pass  out  of  the  little  gate,  and,  as  we  leave,  a  window 
is  raised  and  a  white  hand  comes  fluttering  and  waving  out.  It  is 
the  little  lady,  and  she  is  bidding  us  good-bye ! 

Bessie  Ambler,  '16. 
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NE  summer  when  I  was  nine  years  old  I  spent  my 
vacation  in  Mississippi  at  grandfather's.  Near  the 
farm  was  a  good-sized  creek  called  Half-way. 
My  cousins  often  came  in  with  fine  fish  and  I 
thought  I  would  like  to  catch  some,  too,  so  I  teased 
until  at  last  brother  consented  to  take  me  fishing  on  Half-way. 

The  all-important  day  arrived  and  we  started  out  with  a 
basket  of  lunch  and  a  tin  can.  As  I  had  never  been  fishing  before 
I  was  very  curious  concerning  this  tin  can,  and  asked  Walker 
what  it  was  for.  ''Why,  for  the  bait,  of  course,"  he  said  in  dis- 
gust. "But  what  is  bait?"  I  inquired.  But  all  the  answer  he 
gave  me  was,  "Wait  and  see,  goosie." 

When  we  reached  the  creek,  Walker  proceeded  to  find  an  old 
rotten  log  from  which  he  tore  the  bark.  Then  to  my  horror  he 
took  from  it  a  great  wriggly  worm.  Stepping  forward  he  thrust 
the  worm  in  my  face  and  said,  "Now,  do  you  know  what  bait  is?" 
I  screamed,  and  stepping  backwards  to  escape  the  worm,  fell  right 
into  a  brier  patch.  I  was  up  in  a  second,  my  feelings  hurt  more 
than  anything  else. 

Walker  baited  the  hooks,  and  we  sat  down  on  the  log  that 
spanned  the  creek.  Brother  told  me  to  keep  quiet  or  the  fish 
would  not  bite.  After  ten  minutes  of  waiting  I  grew  very  rest- 
less and  began  to  talk.  Walker  then  declared,  "If  you  don't  keep 
quiet,  I  am  going  back."    Of  course  I  was  still  then. 

A  half-hour  passed  and  we  had  no  success — Walker  said  it 
was  due  to  the  noise  I  made.  I  was  ready  to  give  up,  when  I 
felt  a  tug  at  my  line.  "Pull,  pull!"  shouted  Walker,  doing  it 
for  me  at  the  same  time.  On  the  end  of  my  line  was  a  little  fish 
about  as  long  as  my  finger.  Brother  appeared  disappointed,  but 
I  was  very  proud  of  my  catch. 

We  tied  the  fish  to  a  stump  and  let  it  hang  over  in  the  water, 
so  that  it  would  keep  fresh. 
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Walker  and  I  went  back  to  the  log,  but  after  fifteen  minutes 
of  sitting  still  we  resolved  to  eat  our  lunch  and  go  home.  When 
Walker  went  to  get  my  fish,  lo  and  behold,  it  was  gone!  Nothing 
but  the  head  remained,  for  a  crawfish  had  eaten  my  wonderful 
catch. 

I  cried  all  the  way  home.  This  made  Walker  mad  and  he 
angrily  exclaimed,  "I  will  never  take  you  fishing  again" — and  he 
never  has. 


Though  our  editor's  just  a  girl 

Wth  brown  hair  of  curl  on  curl, 
She  does  her  work  with  perfect  ease, 
And  answers  questions  such  as  these: 
"In  my  poem,  must  it  be  a  man 
Or  pretty  girl,  who  beats  the  ban'?" 
"Must  the  villain  have  bad  fits?" 
"Shall  my  lady  wear  red  mitts?" 
"My  piece,  do  you  want  it  today?" 
"How  much  must  my  heroine  weigh?" 
"Would  you  tell  about  the  snow?" 
"Shall  the  hero  kill  the  foe?" 
"Do  you  like  the  rhymes  I  wrote?" 
"Would  you  have  him  ride  a  goat?" 
"How's  this  title:    'By  the  Sea'?" 
"Will  you  correct  this  theme  for  me?" 
'Please,  do  you  hyphenate  chow-chow?" 
"Where's  the  note  on  the  tenth  grade  row?" 
"When  Jack  gets  hurt,  must  there  be  a  cheer?" 
"Do  you  care  if  I  leave  these  things  here?" 
"Why  don't  you  give  up  this  hard  job?" 
"Oh,  tell  me  please,  what  rhymes  with  cob?" 


Annie  Mary  Cantrell,  '18. 


H.  B.  N.,  '16. 
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(EDttrfrntttg  £>tvnt  Clara 

HE  street  cars  of  the  average  American  town  are  by 
no  means  a  standard  product.  They  come  in  many 
shapes,  sizes  and  colors.  If  you  are  by  any  means 
of  a  discriminating  turn  of  mind  you  should  be  able 
to  find  a  street  car  which  is  constructed  on  lines 
suitable  to  your  own  individual  taste.  We  say  you  should  find 
one ;  but  as  a  matter  of  fact  we  don't  believe  that  person  is  in 
existence  who  was  ever  able  to  find  a  street  car  when  he  wanted  it. 

It  is  a  cold  rainy  morning.  You  are  standing  on  the  corner 
listening  for  a  sound  which  will  herald  an  approaching  car.  The 
rain  is  no  longer  falling  in  the  customary  form  of  drops ;  it  is  com- 
ing down  in  little  streams,  one  of  which  has  ruthlessly  found  an 
opening  in  your  dollar  umbrella  and  is  trickling  icily  down  your 
neck ;  much  to  your  personal  discomfiture  and  to  the  impairment 
of  your  religious  vows. 

At  last  you  are  in  the  twentieth  century  vehicle  of  transporta- 
tion. After  giving  the  pessimistic-looking  individual,  who  acts  as 
conductor,  a  nickel,  you  are  overjoyed  to  find  a  vacant  seat.  When 
you  are  comfortably  seated,  perusing  your  morning  paper,  a  new 
dilemma  presents  itself :  you  are  suddenly  made  to  realize  that 
the  little  stream  of  aqua,  which  was  greeting  you  through  your 
umbrella  three  blocks  back,  is  now  strongly  coming  at  you  through 
the  roof  of  the  car,  and  instead  of  going  continuously  down  vout 
neck  is  occasionally  taking  the  route  across  your  fancy  waistcoat, 
thence  down  to  your  newly-laundered  cuffs. 

Although  the  gentle  little  trickle  is  somewhat  irritating,  on 
reflection  you  deduce  that  you  would  probably  have  died  of  pneu- 
monia any  way  before  the  end  of  winter ;  so  you  decide  to  sup- 
press any  ill-feeling  which  you  might  have  toward  street  cars,  and 
in  the  meantime  you  mentally  make  a  note  that  your  church  dues 
must  be  paid  and  that  your  daily  prayer  program  must  be  re- 
viewed. 
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While  a  cold  damp  morning  is  a  good  time  to  ride  in  a  street 
car,  a  better  time  still  is  about  six  or  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening 
when  the  car  is  crowded  with  men  of  all  occupations:  first,  the 
painter,  whose  clothes  smell  strongly  of  turpentine,  will  board  the 
car;  then  a  company  of  tobacco  workmen  will  get  on,  bringing 
with  them  the  aroma  of  stale  tobacco ;  presently  one  or  two  indi- 
viduals showT  up  wTho  have  been  engaged  in  selling  fish  and  who 
carry  the  odors  peculiar  to  that  finny  tribe.  After  the  heaters 
have  worked  up  to  the  proper  temperature  and  when  these  sepa- 
rate odors  have  mingled  and  communed  together  they  start  cours- 
ing up  and  down  the  car.  If  you  are  possessed  of  a  good  constitu- 
tion you  may  survive;  otherwise,  you  had  just  as  well  be  in  a 
trench  which  the  Germans  are  besieging  with  asphyxiating  bombs. 
The  risk  is  practically  the  same.  In  fact  the  belief  is  prevalent  in 
some  sections  that  the  German  who  invented  the  gas  bomb  got  his 
idea  while  riding  on  a  subway  car. 

How  those  who  operate  the  cars  ever  live  through  the  ordeal 
we  are  unable  to  say.  They  continue  to  go  about  their  duties 
with  a  drowsy  sort  of  grin  as  if  they  were  half  asleep;  but  the 
fact  that  they  are  not  asleep  is  proven  wThen  you  try  to  slip  over  a 
week-old  transfer  and  get  turned  down.  They  can  also  recognize 
a  plugged  dime  thirty  yards  away.  If  you  have  a  bad  quarter 
which  you  are  ambitious  to  pass  on  to  a  street  car  conductor  you 
had  just  as  well  give  up  in  despair.  You  may  succeed  in  slipping 
it  to  him;  but  some  day  you  wTill  get  on  this  same  conductor's  car 
and  hand  him  a  dollar  bill,  then  when  you  get  home  and  count 
your  change  you  will  find  that  the  sleepy-looking  conductor  has 
given  you  your  lead  quarter  plus  two  more  like  it. 


Horace  Bledsoe,  '17. 
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lEbttonal 

As  the  City  High  School  flung  wide  its  portals 
MANUAL      in  welcome  to  the  students  of  Winston-Salem 
TRAINING    for  the  term  1915-16,  it  offered  to  them  greater 

opportunities  than  ever,  the  greatest  perhaps 
being  in  the  Department  of  Manual  Training,  which  for  the  first 
time  has  been  introduced  into  the  High  School  curriculum.  From 
the  beginning  great  interest  was  shown  in  this  department,  and 
under  the  supervision  of  an  able  and  practical  man,  who  has  had 
several  years'  experience  as  a  cabinet  maker,  it  is  alive  and  thriving. 
The  course  is  an  elective  one,  being  substituted,  generally,  for 
Science,  Ancient,  Medieval,  Modern,  and  English  History,  Solid 
Geometry,  or  the  Modern  Languages.  One  hundred  and  eighty 
hours  are  required  during  the  year,  that  is,  an  hour  each  day  must 
be  given  to  this  work. 

The  department  is  open  not  only  to  the  students  of  the  High 
School,  but  to  anybody  in  the  city  of  school  age,  who  may  care 
to  take  the  course  and  improve  himself  in  this  line.  The  work 
this  year  is  of  a  plain,  solid  nature  which  requires  the  use  of  the 
rule,  square  and  saw.  As  soon  as  additional  room  can  be  secured, 
lathes  for  turn  work  and  shaping  will  be  provided.  In  fact  at 
present  a  course  is  being  worked  out  which  will  cover  four  years. 
Also  a  course  in  mechanical  drawing  has  been  provided  for  and 
the  work  in  this  line  will  begin  immediately.  This  is  an  im- 
portant accessory  to  manual  training,  and  having  been  placed  in 
the  hands  of  Mr.  Edwin  Philips,  a  man  who  not  only  possesses 
training  and  theoretical  knowledge  of  the  work  but  who  can  bring 
to  the  pupils  the  benefit  of  practical  experience,  there  is  no  doubt 
but  that  great  good  will  result.  Two  hours  a  week  will  be  given 
to  this  and  as  soon  as  the  High  School  carpenters  complete  the 
drawing  tables  the  work  will  begin. 

The  young  constructors  work  diligently  at  their  benches  and 
their  enthusiasm  is  shown  in  the  fact  that  they  remain  after  school 
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to  work,  when  it  is  not  required  of  them.  The  result  is  the  manu- 
facture of  many  serviceable  as  well  as  attractive  pieces  of  furni- 
ture. Up  to  the  present  (October  fifteenth)  the  following  articles 
have  been  made:  Forty-one  benches,  twenty-six  pedestals,  six 
tabourets,  two  upholstered  seats,  one  book  rack,  two  tool  chests, 
one  porch  swing,  six  tables,  two  book  shelves,  one  surveyor's  rack, 
one  bill  file,  one  filing  cabinet ;  in  addition  a  davenport  and  a  settee 
have  been  upholstered. 

In  the  Manual  Training  room  nothing  is  made  to  throw 
away.  Even  part  of  the  tools  are  made,  as  the  miter  box,  for  in- 
stance. Each  article  is  called  a  project.  Every  workman  has  a 
card,  on  which  is  kept  the  time  he  works  and  his  project.  At  the 
end  of  each  week  these  cards  are  filed  in  the  office  and  every  article 
manufactured  and  the  time  each  boy  has  worked  is  continually 
on  record. 

As  was  said  at  the  outset,  here  is  a  department  which  offers 
perhaps  the  greatest  opportunity  of  any  elective  study  in  the  High 
School,  especially  for  those  who  would  get  an  insight  into  the 
practical  things  of  life.  Being  entirely  useful  in  all  its  phases  and 
under  the  direction  of  a  practical  man,  it  will  prove  a  valuable 
asset  in  developing  a  class  of  young  men  who  will  be  serviceable 
in  the  future,  who  will  view  the  world  from  a  practical  stand- 
point ;  a  class  of  men  who  will  render  valuable  service  in  any  com- 
munity. L. 


The  students  of  our   High    School  were 
SPANISH         agreeably  surprised   when    the    news  was 
IN  THE  CITY    scattered    during    vacation    that  Spanish 
SCHOOLS        would  be  introduced  in  our  course  this  year. 

Probably  only  a  few  of  us  realize  the  vast 
effect  the  Spanish  language  will  have  on  the  future  of  our  country. 
Authorities  on  the  commerce  of  the  United  States  have  stated  that 
our  trade  with  South  American  countries,  Central  America  and 
Mexico,  where  Spanish  is  one  of  the  chief  languages  spoken,  will 
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greatly  increase  in  future  years.  This  will  necessitate  our  nation 
and  even  our  city  to  send  out  correspondents  and  traveling  men 
to  attend  to  our  business  in  those  far-off  ports.  If  these  men 
have  mastered  the  language  of  Spain,  business  can  be  carried  on 
without  the  aid  of  an  interpreter  and  will  thus  become  more  satis- 
factory to  both  parties  concerned. 

As  all  know,  the  cotton  and  tobacco  business  of  Winston- 
Salem  is  steadily  increasing.  In  a  few  years  men  will  be  needed 
to  go  out  from  our  city  to  see  after  our  interests  in  South  America 
and  other  countries,  where  a  large  per  cent,  of  these  products  will 
be  shipped. 

Though  it  is  hard  to  realize,  some  of  our  students  may  be 
appointed  to  these  positions.  So  we  see,  after  all,  the  importance 
of  putting  Spanish  in  our  school  course.  A. 
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This  year  promises  to  be  a  most  enterprising  and  productive 
one  for  the  Section  A  of  the  Calvin  H.  Wiley  Literary  Society. 
The  boys  are  taking  great  interest  in  the  work  and  judging 
from  the  programs  of  previous  meetings,  this  year's  society  bids  fair 
to  far  surpass  those  of  previous  years.  The  following  efficient 
officers  were  elected :  Harrel  Speer,  president ;  Luther  Lashmit, 
vice  president;  Julian  Buxton,  secretary;  Robert  Crawford,  treas- 
urer; Archie  Allen,  marshal;  Norwood  Wilson,  press  reporter. 

#  %  % 

The  boys  of  the  Calvin  H.  Wiley  Society,  Section  B,  have 
started  off  their  year's  work  with  a  vim  that  means  success.  It 
is  plain  that  their  society  will  be  productive  of  much  good  this 
year.  The  following  officers  were  inaugurated :  Joseph  L.  Cook, 
president ;  Gordon  Ambler,  vice  president ;  Bailey  Liipfert,  secre- 
tary; Fritz  Crute,  treasurer;  Jacquelin  Taylor,  marshal;  Percy 
Powell,  press  reporter. 

$ 

Already  several  enjoyable  and  instructive  programs  have  been 
rendered  in  the  Charles  D.  Mclver  Society,  and  the  girls  are  sure 
that  under  the  supervision  of  Miss  McWhorter  and  Miss  Miller 
their  work  this  year  will  prove  beneficial  as  well  as  entertaining. 
The  following  officers  will  be  in  power  until  the  mid-term  election : 
Ellen  Shepherd,  president ;  Patsy  Smith,  first  vice  president ; 
Eleanor  Schofield,  second  vice  president;  Nell  Horton,  secretary; 
May  Dee  Smith,  treasurer;  Madge  Sills,  critic;  Bessie  Ambler, 
corrector. 

*  #  & 

Much  interest  is  being  manifested  in  the  Domestic  Science 
Department  this  year.  Already  the  girls  have  given  an  enter- 
tainment which  was  thoroughly  enjoyed  by  their  guests, — the 
teachers,  principals,  school  commissioners,  and  aldermen.  Deli- 
cacies of  the  most  tempting  nature  were  served. 
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The  High  School  exhibit  at  the  Fair  this  year  reflected  credit 
upon  those  who  had  part  in  its  decoration.  The  four  depart- 
ments of  the  school — literary,  cooking,  sewing  and  manual  train- 
ing— were  well  represented  and  tastefully  arranged.  Much  ex- 
cellent work  was  displayed,  and  the  whole  was  a  boost  to  Winston- 
Salem's  High  School. 

*j  # 

The  ninth  of  October  was  set  aside  by  the  Governor  of  North 
Carolina  as  Fire  Prevention  Day.  A  suitable  program  for  the 
occasion  was  given  at  the  City  High  School  on  Friday,  the  eighth. 
The  proclamation  given  out  by  Hon.  Locke  Craig  was  read  by 
Gordon  Ambler,  after  which  Nell  Horton  read  the  prize  essay 
on  fire  prevention  written  by  Luella  Cochran.  A  paper  issued  by 
the  insurance  companies  and  containing  many  valuable  sugges- 
tions for  preventing  fires  was  then  read  by  Harvey  Fritts.  Mr. 
Latham  then  introduced  Mr.  W.  A.  Wilkinson,  the  head  of  the 
Insurance  Department  of  the  Wachovia  Bank  and  Trust  Com- 
pany, who  was  especially  welcome  at  this  time.  He  gave  a  fine 
talk  which  was  thoroughly  enjoyed  by  the  school. 

During  the  day  there  followed  a  fire  drill.  The  school  was 
emptied  in  fifty-seven  seconds,  which  was  taken  as  the  official 
record. 

*  #  * 

Our  chapel  days  have  been  made  doubly  interesting  by  the 
speakers  Mr.  White  has  secured  for  our  benefit.  Recently  Mrs. 
Sills  gave  an  exceedingly  interesting  talk  on  the  principle  of  the 
old  adage,  "Think  before  you  act."  Mr.  Wilkinson's  speech  on 
"Fire  Prevention"  was  also  greatly  appreciated. 

#  #  # 

For  the  first  time  the  girls  have  been  invited  into  the  Athletic 
Association.  They  have  shown  their  appreciation  of  the  honor  by 
organizing  a  rooting  club  with  Nell  Horton  and  Ellen 
Shepherd  as  cheer  leaders.  The  boys  feel  confident  of  success  in 
athletics  now,  since  the  girls  are  pledged  to  back  them  up  with  a 
noise. 
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On  the  evening  of  October  the  sixteenth  the  Seniors,  Juniors 
and  faculty  of  the  High  School,  with  the  football  squad  as  honor 
guests,  were  given  a  most  charming  reception  by  the  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
During  the  course  of  the  evening,  vocal  and  instrumental  selec- 
tions were  rendered,  and  greatly  enjoyed  by  all.  Later  a  very  in- 
teresting address  was  made  by  Mr.  Michael  Dempsey,  of  Dublin, 
Ireland.  Toward  the  close  of  the  evening  refreshments  consist- 
ing of  cream  and  cake  were  served,  the  chocolate  and  orange  cream 
representing  the  black  and  gold  colors  of  the  High  School. 
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5typ  lattb  of  ilmttnra 

Silence  prevailed,  not  only  in  that  part  of  the  Assembly  Room 
in  which  the  girls  were  seated  but  also  in  the  section  in  which  the 
more  rowdy  sex  resided.  It  was  the  silence  that  precedes  the 
burst  of  battle,  for  the  Juniors  had  assembled  for  the  election  of 
officers. 

The  first  struggle  took  place  over  the  election  of  president, 
the  class  being  divided  as  to  whether  a  girl  could  be  elected  to  fill 
that  place.  For  several  moments  the  war  raged  until  finally  it 
was  moved  that  the  candidates  who  had  been  chosen  be  voted  upon. 
As  a  result  Section  C,  the  boys,  won,  electing  James  Conrad  as 
president. 

No  sooner  had  peace  been  established  after  this  first  struggle 
than  another  question  arose:  "Who  shall  be  vice  president?" 
At  once  there  was  a  rush  for  positions  and  after  another  fierce 
war  of  voices  and  opinions,  order  again  prevailed  with  the  battle 
decided  in  favor  of  Section  A,  electing  Miss  Jessie  Norman  vice 
president. 

So,  now,  both  sections  had  a  leader,  and  once  again  lined  up 
to  decide  the  question  of  who  should  that  distinguished  general  or 
generals  be  that  should  keep  the  secrets  of  the  meetings  and  tell 
no  one  but  the  other  members  of  the  class.  In  this  battle  there 
had  to  be  some  brains  used,  so  consequently  there  was  less  noise. 
However,  both  sides  finally  warmed  up  and  soon  the  struggle  was 
in  full  swing,  surging  first  to  one  side  and  then  to  the  other.  Sud- 
denly all  became  still  and  after  a  careful  count  of  the  dead  and  in- 
jured the  victory  was  given  to  the  girls  of  Section  A,  electing,  as 
secretary  Miss  Eleanor  Taylor. 

Here  the  two  armies  engaged  in  the  up-to-date  war  were  com- 
pelled to  halt  for  a  while  on  account  of  the  heavy  loss  of — not 
blood — but  breath  on  both  sides. 
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After  a  short  time  for  recuperation  the  war  was  continued, 
and,  as  both  sides  realized  that  this  was  the  last  of  the  series,  they 
started  in  with  a  rush.  The  object  of  this  battle  was  to  select 
one  who  would  honestly  and  conscientiously  divide  the  spoils 
among  the  members  of  the  class.  At  length  peace  was  declared, 
not  only  for  the  last  great  battle  but  for  the  entire  war,  electing 
as  honorable  treasurer,  Archie  Gray  Allen. 

With  peace  again  established  the  two  classes  adjourned  with 
no  hard  feelings,  but  with  still  a  spark  of  monarchy  in  Section 
C, — perhaps  because  the  members  of  the  masculine  sex  feel  that  the 
feminine  beauties  are  not  meant  to  be  rulers  but  flowers  to  be 
admired.  However,  the  girls  are  making  a  desperate  attempt  to 
hold  their  own  and  it  is  feared  that  if  the  boys  do  not  put  an  end 
to  their  lobbying  there  will  soon  be  a  more  serious  war  declared 
than  the  last — a  Civil  War,  the  result  of  which  is  likely  to  be 
Secession. 
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A  sudden  burst  of  applause  was  heard  in  the  direction  of  the 
Senior  Class  room.  Later  it  was  rumored  that  Norwood  Wilson 
had  just  been  chosen  from  a  host  of  candidates  as  the  one  who 
should  occupy  the  president's  chair.  The  report  then  goes  that, 
as  soon  as  President  Wilson  had  delivered  his  inaugural  address,  a 
heated  discussion  took  place  over  which  of  the  female  members 
should  be  the  president's  assistant.  Suddenly  a  startling  remark 
issued  from  some  masculine  throat.  Said  he,  "My  dearest  shall 
be  vice  president."  At  once  an  inquiry  was  set  on  foot  to  find  the 
source  and  meaning  of  this  impertinent  declaration.  It  was  found 
that  the  speaker  did  not  mean  his  "dearest"  at  all,  for  it  was  not  his 
dearest,  but  the  one  referred  to  was  Medearis.  The  point  set- 
tled, it  was  decided  that  Miss  Frances  Medearis  should  be  vice 
president,  and  all  was  peace.  But  the  question  soon  arose  as  to 
the  best  one  for  official  score-keeper.  This,  too,  must  be  a  girl. 
Many  a  grave  and  sober  Senior  head  was  scratched  in  perplexity. 
But  it  was  not  long  until  Miss  Maud  Long  was  decided  upon  as 
the  one  who  in  the  long  run  could  keep  the  minutes,  short  or  long, 
as  long  as  any  one  could  wish.  And  so  it  was.  There  then  re- 
mained one  question,  "Which  of  the  worthy  male  Seniors  shall  be 
intrusted  with  the  finances?"  A  serious  problem  it  was,  but 
finally  it  was  suggested  that,  since  the  treasury  was  at  present  a 
complete  vacuum,  void  of  anything  resembling  coin,  Clement 
Hanes  would  do  admirably.  So  Hanes  it  was  and  Hanes  it  is 
till  this  day. 

Properly  instated  we  review  them  thus :  President  Wilson, 
Miss  Medearis,  vice  president;  Miss  Long,  secretary,  and  C.  Jacob 
Hanes,  treasurer. 
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QIIj?  3I0Q0  nf  ©nuking 

You  should  see  the  little  maidens 

Of  our  pleasant  'leventh  grade 
When  trooping  out  with  faces  gay 

To  make  a  kitchen  raid. 
A  snowy  apron  'neath  an  arm, 

A  book  for  notes  and  things, 
With  hearts  as  light  and  smiles  as  sweet 

As  ever  pleasure  brings. 

With  visions  of  the  dainties  that 

Their  willing  hands  will  make, 
Descending  to  the  kitchen  they 

Their  given  places  take. 
They  eagerly  await  their  tasks, 

What  will  the  first  one  be? 
Lucinda's  cutting  peppers  and 

Her  tears  you  should  but  see. 

Matilda's  busy  fingers  wield 

The  knife  that  slices  bread, 
But  soon  a  slice  of  finger,  too, 

Unknowing  boys  are  fed. 
Rebecca's  making  sandwiches, 

A  task  she  likes  to  do, 
Next  day  peeling  potatoes  though 

Brings  toil  she  never  knew. 

In  spite  of  inconveniences 

That  such  toil  must  combine, 
From  washing  dishes  to  the  art 

Of  making  dainties  fine, 
These  cooks  so  happy,  blithe  and  gay 

Will  be  some  time,  I  ween, 
The  finest  little  housekeepers 

That  you  have  ever  seen. 


Luella  Cochran,  '16. 
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We  feel  gratified  to  know  that  six  of  our  '15  graduates  have 
entered  Salem  College  and  are  taking  the  A.  B.  course.  They 
are  Margie  Hastings,  Marguerite  Davis,  Eva  Logan,  Delia  Dod- 
son,  Mary  Efird  and  Emily  Vaughn.  Our  best  wishes  for  a  happy 
and  successful  college  year  to  these  Seniors  of  1915. 

*  *  # 

Fred  Hutchins,  '13,  winner  of  Montague  medal  and  man- 
ager of  The  Black  and  Gold  '13,  is  attending  Wake  Forest.  He 
is  assistant  business  manager  of  The  Wake  Forest  Student  and 
is  doing  excellent  work  in  this  line. 

*  &  # 

News  comes  to  us  from  Guilford  College  of  three  of  our  old 
students  there,  Callie  Lewis,  '14,  who  is  a  Junior,  Guy  Masten, 
of  the  Class  of  '16,  a  Freshman,  and  Benbow  Jones,  '14,  a  Junior. 

*  #  * 

Louise  Crosland,  '15,  and  Elizabeth  Conrad,  '15,  are  taking 
the  music  course  at  Salem.  We  wish  for  both  of  these  girls  joy 
in  their  work  since  they  were  able  to  dispense  so  much  at  W.-S. 
H.  S. 

*  * 

A  recent  bulletin  informs  us  that  Ham  Horton  and  Ralph 
Stockton  of  '14,  who  are  Juniors  at  the  University  this  year,  were 
initiated  into  the  Kappa  Alpha  and  Delta  Kappa  Epsilon  fraterni- 
ties, respectively.    We  wonder  how  they  enjoyed  it. 

# 

It  is  interesting  to  know  that  the  stenographic  department  of 
the  Wachovia  Bank  &  Trust  Co.  is  supplied  with  our  former  High 
School  students,  Misses  Eleanor  Harkness,  Virginia  Edwards  and 
Annette  Wilson. 
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William  Wright,  '13,  has  complete  charge  of  the  Glee  Club 
at  Chapel  Hill  and  he  is  making  use  of  Theo.  Rondthaler,  '15,  who 
played  the  trombone  in  our  orchestra  and  who  is  now  a  Freshman 
at  the  University. 

#  #  # 

Lucile  Snyder,  '15,  who  is  answering  little  Mary's  questions 
and  explaining  that  the  world  is  round  to  stupid  Johnny ;  and 
Emily  Griffith,  '14,  who  is  also  a  school  ma'am,  have  our  sincerest 
sympathy  in  their  first  trials,  and  we  wish  for  them  both  success 
in  their  chosen  work. 

#  #  * 

The  following  boys  have  laid  aside  book  studies  for  the 
present  and  are  delving  into  the  problems  of  real  life:  Hortus 
Scott,  '15,  winner  of  the  Remington  medal,  is  with  B.  S.  Moore 
&  Co.;  Albert  Price,  ex.  '16,  is  with  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Co.; 
A.  J.  Fox,  '14,  holds  a  position  as  draftsman  with  Joel  R.  Hill, 
architect;  Thomas  Wilson,  '15,  is  with  the  Mengel  Box  Co. 

#  $  # 

Hardin  Jewett,  '14,  who  has  entered  Chapel  Hill  this  year 
with  Horton,  Graham  and  Dalton,  all  former  students  of  W.-S. 
H.  S.  and  now  at  the  University,  expects  to  show  up  on  the 
Varsity  Team. 

%    #  $ 

Charlie  Roddick  and  Clifton  Eaton,  who  won  for  us  the 
Interstate  Debating  Cup  at  Chapel  Hill  two  years  ago,  are  now 
Freshmen  at  the  University  and  are  preparing  to  out-talk  Virginia 
next  spring. 

#  $  & 

We  feel  that  our  school  will  be  well  represented  at  Chapel 
Hill  this  year  by  the  '15  graduates:  Allan  Owen,  Charles  Rod- 
dick, John  Henning,  Edwin  Stewart,  Curtis  Vogler,  Orpheus 
Wright,  Clement  and  Clifton  Eaton  and  Theodore  Rondthaler. 

#  $  * 

We  are  delighted  to  have  Phin  Horton  back,  well  and  strong, 
after  a  few  months'  stay  at  Saranac. 
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(Compiled  by  High  School  Students) 

Teacher:    Define  anecdote. 
Bright  Pupil :    A  short  tale. 
Teacher:    Illustrate  with  a  sentence. 

Bright  Pupil :  The  dog  went  running  down  the  street  with 
a  tin  can  tied  to  his  anecdote. 

#  $  $ 

Teacher:    Where  was  the  Magna  Carta  signed? 
Brilliant  Student:    At  the  bottom. 

#  #  # 

Miss  B. :    Paul,  write  a  brief  theme  on  baseball. 
Paul  handed  in  next  day — "Rain,  no  game." 

#  *  * 

Pat  got  on  the  rear  end  of  a  crowded  street  car  and  was 
obliged  to  steady  himself  against  the  door. 

"Move  up!"  shouted  the  conductor  at  every  street,  as  more 
passengers  were  taken  on.  Pat  moved  up  a  step  each  time,  but 
at  the  next  stop  he  got  mad,  and  he  yelled  back  at  the  conductor: 
"Bedad,  I  paid  to  ride!  Do  you  expect  me  to  walk  all  the  way 
home?" — Round  Table. 

#  $  # 

Music  Teacher:  "Why  don't  you  pause  there?  Don't  you 
see  that  it's  marked  rest?" 

"Yes,  teacher,  but  I  ain't  tired." — Life. 

#  $  $ 

Took  Away  His  Support 

"Johnny!"  exclaimed  the  teacher  sternly.  "What  are  you 
fumbling  with?" 

Johnny  hung  his  head  and  was  silent,  but  the  tell-tale  of  the 
class  piped  up: 

"It's  a  pin  he's  got,  teacher." 

"Well,  take  it  from  him  and  bring  it  to  me." 

This  was  done,  and  in  a  mollified  tone  the  teacher  said: 
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"Now,  Johnny,  get  up  and  recite  your  history  lesson." 
But  Johnny  blushed,  hung  his  head  and  sat  still. 
"Johnny,"  commanded  the  teacher,  "rise,  I  tell  you!" 
"I  can't,  ma'am,"  wept  Johnny;  "that  there  pin  you  took  is 
what  holds  up  me  trousers." 

*  #•  #■ 

Rheumatism  in  One  Reel 

An  old  darky  appeared  in  the  doctor's  office  one  morning, 
plainly  very  low  in  his  mind. 

The  doctor,  recognizing  his  old  patient,  greeted  him  in  his 
most  inspiriting  manner. 

"Well,  Elijah,  how  is  the  rheumatism  these  days?" 

"Porley,  porley,  sah!"  replied  Elijah  dejectedly.  "Belieb  me, 
Marse  Doctor,  I'se  jest  a  movin'  picture  ob  pain!" — Woman  s 
Home  Companion. 

*  *  * 

Had  to  Get  Down  For  It 

The  Fifth  Avenue  motor  bus  stopped  and  the  conductor 
looked  earnestly  up  the  steps,  but  no  one  descended,  and  at  last 
he  stalked  up  impatiently. 

"Say,"  he  said  to  a  man  on  top,  "don't  you  want  the  Metro- 
politan Museum?" 

"Yes,"  was  the  reply. 

"Well,"  retorted  the  conductor,  "come  down  for  it.  I  can't 
bring  it  on  the  bus  for  you." 

*  #  * 

Safety  First 

A  North  Texas  man  who  recently  made  a  trip  to  Galveston 
became  greatly  interested  in  watching  a  fair  and  very  fat  bather 
disporting  herself  in  the  surf.  He  was  not  familiar  with  the  tides, 
and  he  did  not  notice  that  each  succeeding  wave  came  a  little 
closer  to  his  feet.  At  last  an  extra  big  wave  washed  over  his 
shoetops. 

"Hey,  there!"  he  yelled  at  the  fat,  fair  bather.  "Quit  yer 
jumpin'  up  an'  down!    D'ye  want  to  drown  me?" 
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They  Were  Not  Alike 

After  suffering  a  long  time  with  toothache  the  young  colored 
girl  got  up  her  courage  enough  to  go  to  the  dentist.  The  moment 
he  touched  the  tooth  she  began  to  scream. 

"Look  here."  he  said,  "you  mustn't  yell  like  that.  Don't 
you  know  I'm  a  'painless  dentist'  ?" 

"Well,  mebbe  yo'  is  painless,  sah,"  she  said,  "but  Ah  isn't." 

j|f     3jt  3)£ 

How  it  Appeared  to  Johnny 
''Describe  water.  Johnny."  said  the  teacher. 
"Water."  explained  Johnny,  "is  a  white  fluid  that  turns  black 
when  you  put  your  hands  in  it." 

3|E     3jE  3j£ 

A  man  who  was  in  the  habit  of  stuttering  was  asked  why  he 

did. 

"That's  my  p-p-peculiarity,"  returned  the  man.  "Every- 
body has  his  p-p-peculiarity." 

"I  have  none,"  asserted  the  other. 

"Don't  you  s-s-stir  your  t-t-tea  with  your  right  h-h-hand?" 
"Yes." 

"Well  that's  your  p-p-peculiarity.  most  p-p-people  use  a 
s-s-spoon." — Harpers. 
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Attjirttra 

Football  at  the  Winston-Salem  High  School  is  now  at  its 
best.  The  members  of  the  squad  have  been  put  through  grilling 
practices  since  school  opened.  There  has  been  good  attendance  at 
practice,  nearly  every  day  bringing  enough  condidates  for  two 
teams. 

After  about  three  weeks  of  practice,  two  teams  were  selected 
from  the  players  for  a  "Mutt  and  Jeff"  game  by  Speer  and 
Hughes.  A  hard  struggle  ensued  and  the  Jeffs  were  defeated  by 
the  score  of  6  to  0.  At  the  annual  election,  Speer  was  again 
chosen  captain  and  Taylor  was  elected  manager. 

On  Saturday,  October  the  9th,  the  team  went  over  to  Greens- 
boro for  their  first  actual  game.  Greensboro  was  victorious  by 
the  score  of  18  to  7.  Captain  Speer  made  the  only  touchdown  for 
Winston,  and  kicked  goal.  Olive,  Greensboro's  captain,  Milton 
and  Alderman  scored  for  Greensboro,  but  McAllister  failed  to 
kick  goal  each  time.  The  Black  and  Gold  team  did  not  make  as 
good  a  showing  as  was  expected,  this  being  probably  due  to  the 
fact  that  it  was  the  first  game. 

Our  second  game  was  played  with  Mt.  Airy  in  the  "Granite 
City"  and  our  team  was  victorious  by  the  score  of  68  to  0.  The 
team  had  made  great  progress  the  week  following  the  Greensboro 
game  under  the  direction  of  the  coaches,  Moore  and  Wright,  and 
at  Mt.  Airy  every  man  starred. 

The  boys  who  play  football  cannot  win  all  the  games  them- 
selves, however  hard  they  play.  They  must  have  the  support  of 
the  student-body.  There  is  no  doubt  that  we  have  an  excellent 
team  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  students  will  show  that  they 
are  behind  the  players  by  attending  every  game. 
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We  are  sorry  to  have  received  only  a  few  exchanges  this 
month.  We  are  looking  forward  to  hearing  from  our  friends 
again. 

The  Habit,  Salina,  Kansas. — We  were  greatly  interested  in 
looking  over  your  Commencement  issue  and  think  it  a  well-edited 
and  original  magazine.  Your  columns  have  a  tone  that  suggests 
fine  school  spirit. 

Friends'  School  Quarterly,  Washington,  D.  C. — Your  maga- 
zine is  excellent  in  many  respects,  but  we  beg  to  state  that  it  would 
be  greatly  improved  if  there  were  a  few  more  poems  and  less  jokes 
in  every  edition,  although  we  enjoy  your  "Funny-Graphs"  very 
much  indeed.  They  all  have  a  spice  or  a  "catch"  in  them  that 
is  truly  laughable  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 

Black  and  Gold,  Montgomery,  Ala. — The  Commencement 
issue  of  your  magazine  was  very  interesting.  However,  we  think 
you  could  have  improved  it  by  adding  a  bit  of  humor  and  more 
material  of  a  lighter  character,  such  as  catchy  stories,  little  gems 
of  verse,  and  other  things  that  would  add  a  little  brightness  to  the 
stolidness  of  your  literature. 


VISIT 


Polite's  Candy 


For  Purest  Home-made  Candies 
Ice  Cream  and  Fruit 

114  W.  Fourth  St, 


BUY  YOUR 
Clothes    and  Furnishings 

AT  The 

QUALITY  SHOP 

Suits  $10  to  $25        Hats  $1.50  to  $5 

"WE  CATER  TO  BOYS" 

VISIT  OUR  STORE 

and  enjoy  your  drink  "Amid  the  Palms" 

Cut  I^lo^vvei-s  fo  i~  sill  occasions 

WESTBROOK  DRUG  &  FLORAL  CO. 

Phone  278  Opp.  Post  Office 


af  0 

415  Liberty  Street  Telephone  589 


EY! 

IGH  SCHOOL  BOYS 
I GH  ART  CLOTHING 

Fits  Right  When  You.  Buy  it  and  Stays 
Right  When  You  Wear  it 

GET  'EM  AT 

WINSTON  CLOTHING  COMPANY 

OUR.  MOTTO: 

"We  Live  and  Die  for  Those  We  Love" 

Geo.  C.  Tudor 

District  Manager 

MUTUAL  BENEFIT  LIFE  INSURANCE  CO. 

of  NewarK,  N.  J. 

C.  D.  KENNY  CO. 

TEAS,  COFFEES 
AND  SUGARS 

PHONE  347  COR.  3rd  and  LIBERTY 

THE  NEW  MUTUAL. 

$8,000,000  PROGRAM 

All  Star      All  Feature 

"Special  Attention  to  Ladies  and  Children" 

AMUZU 

OLDEST  IN   THE  CITY 


J.  B.  VAUGHN,  JR.  P.  L.  WRIGHT 

Vaughn  (&  Wright 

Real  Estate 

and  Insurance 

"A  wise  investment  in  real  estate  has  been  the 
beginning  of  many  a  man's  fortune."  Why  not  begin 
that  investment  now? 

We  Buy,  Sell,  Rent  and  Insure  Your  Property 
"ON  THE  SQUARE" 
Phone  1045 


J.  T.  JOYNER 

West  End  Grocer 

Fancy  Groceries,  Fruits,  Candies 
SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

Rominger  Furniture  Co. 

Home  and  Office  Furniture 
Pianos  and  Organs 


Eat  Peerless  Ice  Cream 

Trade-Mark  Registered 

Drink  Christo  Cola 


For  Dependable 

FIRE  INSURANCE 

See 

The  Follin  Co* 

ALSO  BONDING 

USE 


DELICIOUS  INVIGORATING 

AIDS  DIGESTION       TRY  IT 

The  Sporting  Goods  Store 

Baseball,  Football  and  Basketball  Supplies.  Ten- 
nis Goods,  Gym.  Clothing,  Shoes,  Etc.,  Sweaters 
and  Jerseys.    A  complete  stock  of  Athletic  Supplies 

BROWN-ROGERS  CO. 


W.  C.  WRIGHT  and  COMPANY 

SHOES 

The  Latest  Styles  and  Best  Quality 


FOR  AN  W^^^^^£^."^B0P  42g  N0RTH 
EVERLAST   ^TS^tacStP  ^McMw  LIBERTY 


Send  it  to 


>*  15 ha  B-B 


Laundry  and 


Office  No.  3,  West 
5th  St.  Phone  158 

Plant  at  Big'  Cof- 
fee Pot,  South 
Main  Street 


C.  D.  REESE  CO. 


Manufacturing  Jewelers 


57  Warren  St. 
New  York 


College,  School  and 
Class  Pins  and  Rings 
Athletic  Medals  and 
Trophies  ^Cups,  and 
Souvenirs  for  Ban- 
quets ^Society  Em- 
blems, Etc, 


QUALITY 
SERVICE 


French 
Cleaners 


Incorporated 


"SCHOOL  GIRLS  WEEK" 

November  8th  to  13th 

See  Daily  Papers  for  Special  Announcements 
DETAILS  WILL  INTEREST  EVERYONE 

Rosenbacher  (EH  Bro. 

"The  Busy  Store" 

GUNS,  RIFLES,  REVOLVERS,  SPORTING 
GOODS  AND  HARDWARE 

ROBERTS  HARDWARE 

 JfND  

SPORTING  GOODS  CO. 

431  Liberty  Street 
Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Ideal  Dry  Goods  Co. 

LADIES'  READY-TO-WEAR  MILLINERY,  DRY  GOODS, 
NOTIONS,  ETC. 

Trade  Street — Fourth  Street 


NEW  SHOES  FROM  OLD  ONES 

Hailey's  Electric  Shoe  Repair 

Phone  1182 

SHOES  CALLED  FOR  AND  DELIVERED 


FRED  M.  PARRISH 

ATTORNEY  AT  LAW 


BLACK 
MARIA 

"J*HE  Queen  oi  all 
Cooking  and  Grate 
Coals  is  at  your  ser- 
vice at  all  times  by 
simply 

PHONING  14  or  15 

Crystal  Ice  Co. 

"Sells  Black  Maria  Coal" 


Saving  our  Profit-Sharing  Coupons  that 
we  give  with  every  purchase.  You  can 
secure  many  beautiful  Christmas  pres- 
ents free 

RAMK1N-BUTNER  DRUG  CO, 

"Appreciates  Your  Business"  Phone  49 

424  Tiradl®  Sfof®@{t 


"GET  IT  AT  WATKINS" 

BUY  YOUR  SCHOOL  BOOKS  AND 
SCHOOL  SUPPLIES  AT 

WATKINS'  BOOK  STORE 


Over  1,000,000  Cars  now  on  the  Road  Proves 
THE 


Touring  Car  $440 
Roadster  $390 

/.  o.  b.  Detroit 


P.  N.  MONTAGUE 

Ford  Service  Station 


QUALITY 
FIRST 


STIEFF 


219  S.  Tryon  St 
CHARLOTTE,  N.  C 


Eliminate  Future  troubles 
by  buying  in  the  begin- 
ning the  Best  piano. 
Stieff  pianos  have  everlast- 
ing durability,  combined 
with  rich  tone  and  perfect 
action. 

Over  five  hundred  Colleges,  Schools, 
Churches  and  Musicians  use 

STIEFF  PIANOS 

Write  for  catalog  and  prices 


Veach  Shoe  Co, 

The  place  to  buy  Good  Shoes 
for  the  Entire  Family 

/.  H.  VEACH,  Mgr. 

430  Liberty  St. 
Phone  188 


Build  Your  Home 

With  Material  and  Advice  from  Those 
Who  Know  How  to  Give  You  The  Best 


Let  Us 
Consider 

The  Plans  for  Your 
New  House,  which 
Would  Give  You 
Results 


Fog'le  Bros.  Co. 


PHONE  85 


"Dollars  foryour  Ashes" 

LEAK-COBB  CO. 

REAL  ESTATE 


LOUIS  M.  SWINK 

Attorney  at  Law 
Collections  and  Commercial  Law  a  Specialty 
Winston- Salem,  IV.  C. 

Class  in  Service  and  Well-Cooked  Food  Always 
to  be  Found  at  the 

PHOENIX  CAFE 

Salem  Academy  Caterers  Regular  Dinner  and  Supper 

HEADQUARTERS  FOR  MILLINERY  AND  LADIES'  WEAR- 
ING APPAREL,  GOSSARD  CORSETS 

MRS.  T.  W.  HANCOCK 

Phone  704  Cor.  4th  and  Elm  Sts. 


Og'burn  Weir 

STAPLE  AND  FANCY  GROCERIES 
Phone  279 


IT  WILL  PAY  TO  INVESTIGATE 


THE  PAIGE 


CRAWFORD  MILL  SUPPLY  CO. 


WILLIARD  C.  NORTHUP 

Architect 

Rooms  712-713-714  Wachovia  Bank  Building 
Phone  335  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


ARBER 

SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

KODAKS 
KODAK  FINISHING 

COMMERCIAL  PHOTOGRAPHY 

DECORATING 

PRINTING 
ENGRAVING 

(Agents  for  the  Best  Line  in  this  Country) 

OFFICE  SUPPLIES 

OF  EVERY  DESCRIPTION 

FANCY  GOODS 
and  NOVELTIES 

DOLLS  and  TOYS 

BOOKS 

FICTION,  PERIODICALS,  Etc. 

ARBER 

GRAY  BLOCK  PHONE  234 


Simply  ^Delicious 

and  so  easily  served 

Drink  Coca-Cola 
IN  BOTTLES 


1802  1915 

SALEM  ACADEMY 
AND  COLLEGE 

Oldest  institution  for  the  higher  education  of  the 
women  of  the  South 

SCHOOL  OF  MUSIC,  DOMESTIC  SCIENCE,  ART 
AND  BUSINESS  LEADING  TO  DIPLOMA 
OR  CERTIFICATE 

14  Units  (4  years  High  School)  required  for  Freshman  Entrance 

"The  ideal  of  this  institu-  Spacious  campus,  modern 
tion  is  the  Christian  Educa-     dormitories,     pure  water, 

tion  of  Young  Women"  hrf  in£  climate>  health  rec" 

ord  unsurpassed 

Faculty  62  Students  Enrolled  600 

Catalogue  and  Views  Upon  Application 


THE  SOUTHERN  PUBLIC 
UTILITIES  CO. 

IF  THERE  IS  ANYTHING  IN  THE 
ELECTRICAL  APPLIANCE  OR  AP- 
PARATUS LINE  WHICH  YOU  MAY 
BE  INTERESTED  IN,  IT  WILL  BE  A 
PLEASURE  TO  US  TO  GIVE  YOU  ANY 
INFORMATION  YOU  MAY  DESIRE 


OFFICE  CORNER 

MAIN  AND  THIRD  STS. 


Keep  Smiling 

If  you  want  a  job  that's  neat 

Of  leather  that  will  wear, 
At  the  corner,  4th  and  Elm  Streets 

Or  The  Electric  Shoe  Repair. 
Best  skilled  labor  awaiting  you, 

You'll  learn  it  if  you  go, 
To  West  Fourth  Street  132 

Or  phone  Eight-Seven-O. 

LADIES'  SHOES  A  SPECIALTY 

Work  Called  For  and  Delivered 
132  W.  Fourth  St.  Phone  870 

A.  J.  LINVILLE,  Prop. 

OUR  MOTTO:  "BETTER  SERVICE" 


Remember!  ^  "ahe 

w  K  _  _  yL  hotogr cipher  in 

ML  1  v  11  your  <Joiun" 

Winkler's  Bakery 

SALEM 

THEY  BAKED  FOR  YOUR  GRANDMOTHER.  WHY  NOT  YOU? 
BAKERS  OF  BEST  BREAD,' PIES  AND  CAKES 

For  the  Best  Boys'  and  Young  Men's  Clothing  See 

HENRY  ROSE  COMPANY 

(Successors  to  N.  L.  Cranford  &  Co.) 

&f>e  White  Star  Company 

For  Fancy  Groceries,  Fruits  and  Confectioneries.    Phone  98  and  99 

Where  Quality  Prevails 


THOMPSON'S  DRUG  STORE 

ICE  CREAMS,  SODAS,  FINE  CIGARS,  TOILET  GOODS, 
DRUGS,  MEDICINE 


SHAFFNER-LANDQUIST  CO. 

DRUGGISTS  TABLETS,  PENCILS  AND  INKS 

JOHN  L.   BR  ETZ 

Better  Class  Foods  Only 
222  South  Main  Phone  238 


MRS.  L.  K  ST^NTOM 

MILLINERY  AND  FANCY  GOODS 
209  Main  Street  Phone  369 


SHOE  REPAIRING 

Good  Work.    Prompt  Service.    Best  Material  Used. 
Every  Job  Guaranteed. 
Work  Called  For  and  Delivered. 

W.  O.  GILBERT 

Phone  953  427  Trade  St. 


PftPTOAIT^  Kodak  Finishing.    Over  100  Styles  of 

T  Vl\  I  I  J  pretty  Folders.      0pp  Auditorium 

ERLARGEMENTS  Phone  1G92  IDEAL  PHOTO  CO. 


CHARLIE  WING 

BEST  HAND  LAUNDRY  IN  CITY 

211  MAIN  STREET 


MORRISETT  COMPANY 

426  Liberty  Street  Phone  123 

MILLINERY,  DRESS  GOODS,  NOTIONS,  COATS  SUITS 
AND  CLOAKS 
WINSTON-SALEM,  N.  C. 


C.  B.  WATSON  J.  C.   BUXTON  T.  W.  WATSON 

WATSON,  BUXTON  &  WATSON 

Attorneys  at  Law 
Practice  in  All  the  Courts  Winston-Salem,  IV.  C. 


C.  M.  THOMAS  and  COMPANY 

COAL,  CEMENT  CONSTRUCTION 
Main  Office  Phones  55  and  56 


See  Paramount  Features  Tue's  and  Fri's 

at  Sfte  PILOT 


[0 
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AR  B  E  R 

SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

KODAKS 

KODAK  FINISHING 

COMMERCIAL  PHOTOGRAPHY 

DECORATING 

PRINTING 

ENGRAVING 

(Agents  for  the  Best  Line  in  this  Country) 

{  \  T7 1 7  t      1 >   CTTOTDT  T 1  /  C 

OrrlCh  bUrrLlLS 

OF  EVERY  DESCRIPTION 

FANCY  GOODS 
and  NOVELTIES 

DOLLS  and  TOYS 

BOOKS 

FICTION.  PERIODICALS.  Etc. 

ARBER 

GRAY  BLOCK  PHONE  234 


Paramount  Theatre 

THE  MOST  PARTICULAR  SHOW 

IN  THE  CITY 
PROVIDING  THE  BEST  PRODUCT 
OF  THE  MOTION  PICTURE  WORLD 

PRESENTING  CELEBRATED  STARS 
EVERY  DAY 

COURTESY  AND  ATTENTION 

PARAMOUNT 

5c— ADMISSION— 5c 


Dodge  Brothers 

MOTOR  CAR 

On  almost  every  road  in  the 
country  the  sturdiness  and 
steadiness  and  unusual  com- 
fort of  the  car  have  been 
fully  demonstrated 

THE  MOTOR  CO. 

The  Motor  is  30-35  Horsepower.    The  Price  of  the  Touring  Car 
or  Roadster  Complete  is  $785  (f.  o.  b.  Detroit) 
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